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FATE OF THE WORLD 

by Keren Green 

 

The condensation dripped down the side of the glass. My hand shook as I wiped it. Shit, don’t 

let him see you shake, Deb. I took another sip. The alcohol burned the back of my throat as I 

swallowed. I put my head back and reveled in it for a moment. 

Gerry’s pacing felt nuclear – I was certain he would explode. I looked at my watch. “We’ve 

been going in circles for five hours. I don’t know what else you expect me to say.” 

He stopped and turned back to me, his face and bald head covered in sweat shine. “I want you… 

I need you to reconsider your position,” he said. 

Well, fuck. I took another sip and closed my eyes as the burn hit. Below us, life continued the 

way it does. People coming and going, laughing and crying, each in their own little world with no 

idea what was playing out two floors above them. The fate of the world being decided over a bottle 

of scotch in this dingy, old motel room. There was a time, not that long ago, that Gerry asking me 

to meet him here would have been under entirely different circumstances… 

“How old is Candy, now?” I asked. 

“Candy?” 

“I’m just curious.” 
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A little smile creeped over his lips, “She’s twelve.” His hand automatically slid into his pocket, 

like Pavlov’s Bell or something. He pulled her photo up on his phone and stuck it in front of my 

face. 

“Braces? Wow, she’s beautiful,” I said. I laid my hand on his. “Is this really what you want for 

her, Ger?” 

He snapped the phone away and jammed it back into his pocket. “Why do you have to do that? 

Huh? You think I want any of this? I never wanted to be the one they sent to talk to you.” 

“Then why are you here?” 

His eyes glistened, “I thought, perhaps erroneously, that I could convince you,” he said. 

“Because of our history.” 

“Because of our history.”  He sat, slumped on the edge of the bed. 

“Well, I need another drink,” I said as I crossed to the dresser. I held the bottle up, offering. He 

nodded, so I poured two more then handed him one as I sat down beside him. “To history, may we 

always learn from our mistakes.” I tapped his glass to mine then downed the whole thing. I felt 

like I could breathe fire. I crossed back to the balcony and stared out at the innocents. The Capitol 

appeared almost majestic in the distance. If only they knew…   

Water ran from the tap in the bathroom. After a moment Gerry came out patting his face with 

the hand towel, his sweat shine gone. “Jesus, close the fucking door, maybe let the AC kick in a 

little,” he said. 

“I prefer the fresh air.” I leaned over the balcony to get a better look as the exasperated mother 

argued with her toddler. The little girl refused to hold her hand while crossing the street. I couldn’t 

help but smile. “It’s so hard when you can’t force someone to do what you know is the best thing 

for them.” 
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Gerry stared at me, like someone had removed a plug and all his air had floated away. “Tell me 

we can count on you on Wednesday, Deb.” 

“You’ve known me a long time, Gerry. Did you really think you could charm me over a few 

drinks and get me to agree to vote for something I know to be a lie? Something that will send 

innocent young men to their graves?” 

“I hoped.”  He let the towel fall away. The gun had a silencer on it, of course. 

I searched for the Gerry I had laughed with so often and very nearly loved once, all those years 

ago… but he wasn’t there. Damn, this job costs us all in the end. 

 


